RIMINI AND ALBERTI
understood till the seventeenth century, the age
of baroque, of kingly and clerical display. The
hard-working missionary, whose arm we had seen
that morning in Malatesta's temple, reposes at
Goa in the sort of surroundings that would be
perfectly suitable in a tyrant's self-raised shrine.
Alberti's monument, on the contrary, is a tribute
to intellectual greatness. As a memorial to a
particularly cunning and murderous ruffian it is
absurd.

In the interior of the church, it is true, Mala-
testa had things all his own way, Alberti was
not there to interfere in his scheme of decoration,
so that Sigismondo was able to dictate to Matteo
de' Pasti and his colleagues all the themes of their
carving. The interior is consequently one vast
personal tribute to Malatesta and Isotta, with an
occasional good word in favour of the pagan gods,
of literature, art and science. The too expressive
theatrical gesture of the baroque architects and
decorators had not yet been invented , Sigis-
mondo's vulgar tyranny is consequently celebrated
in the most perfect taste and in terms of a delicate
and learned fantasy. Sigismondo got better than
his deserts ; he deserved Borromini, the Cavaliere
Arpino and a tenth-rate imitator of Bernini.
What he actually got, owing to the accident of
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